something resembling understanding come into the pale eyes, already so seemingly weary of life. He smiled; and his face resumed the blank, wooden expression as he slid off the chair and shambled toward the door, as if the matter of walking required infinite energy.
Such was James. He had been referred to the Psychological Clinic by the family physician, to whom he had been brought by his (144) mother, who could not see why James should have been placed in a special class. Ever since he had had a bad attack of influenza, with frequent hemorrhages from the nose, he had not been able to get along in school. Both his work and conduct in school had been so poor that he was finally placed in an orthogenic-backward class 
